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was no brass to put in th' bank.   We was allays spent oop coom
wages neeght.
EMMA. A knaw, Mrs Ormerod. Maybe A'm young, but A
knaw 'ow 'tis. We works cruel 'ard in th' mill, an', when us
plays, us plays as 'ard too [pause], an' small blame to us either.
It's our own we're spendin',
SARAH. Aye, It's a 'ard life, the factory 'and's. A can mind
me many an' many's the time when th' warnin' bell went on
th' factory lodge at ha'f-past five of a winter's mornin' as A've
craved for another ha'f-hour in my bed, but Tom 'e got me
oop an' we was never after six passin' through factory gates
all th' years we were wed. There's not many as can say they
were never late. " Work or Clem," that were what Tom allays
tould me th' ould bell were sayin'. An' 'e were reeght, Emma,
" Work or Clem " is God's truth. [EMMA'S bead in box.] An
now th* time's coom when A can't work no more. But Parson's
a good man, 'e'U mak' it all reeght. [EMMA'S head appears}
Eh, it were good o' thee to coom in, lass. A bit o' coompany
do mak' a world o' difference. A'm twice as cheerful as A were.
EMMA. A'm glad to 'ear tha say so, Mrs Ormerod. [Rises
from the box.} Is theer owt else ?
SARAH. A were thinking A'd like to tak' my bkck silk as
A've worn o' Sundays this many a year, but A canna think
it's reeght thing for workus.
EMMA. Oh, thee tak' it, Mrs Ormerod.
SARAH. A'd dearly love to. Tha sees A'm noan in debt,
nobbut what chairs an' table 'ull pay for, and A doan't like
thowt o' leaving owt as A'm greatly fond of.
EMMA. Yo doan't, Mrs Ormerod. Thee tak' it. Wheer is it ?
A'll put un in. Theer's lots o' room on top. A'll see un's
noan crushed.
SARAH. It's hanging theer behind door. [EMMA crosses back
to door, gets clothes.} A got un out to show Parson. A thowt
A'd ask un if it were proper to tak' it if A've to go. My best
bonnet's with it, an' all.
[EMMA goes below table > takes the frock and bonnet, folds it
on the table and packs if.
EMMA. Ah'll put un in.